CHRISTMAS IN THE WHITE

as if you children were being brought up the way
that mine are. Yesterday Archie got among Ms
presents a small rifle from me and a pair of riding-
boots from his mother. He won't be able to use
the rifle until next summer, but he has gone off
very happy in the riding boots for a ride on the
calico pony Algonquin, the one you rode the
other day. Yesterday morning at a quarter of
seven all the children were up and dressed and
began to hammer at the door of their mother's
and my room, in which their six stockings, ail
bulging out with queer angles and rotundities,
were hanging from the fireplace. So their mother
and I got up, shut the window, lit the fire, taking
down the stockings, of course, put on our wrap-
pers and prepared to admit the children. But
first there was a surprise for me, also for their
good mother, for Archie had a little Christinas
tree of his own which he had rigged up with the
help of one of the carpenters in a big closet; and
we all had to look at the tree and each of us got
a present off of it. There was also one present
each for Jack the dog, Tom Quartz the kitten,